A true poet quickly reacts to everything

Like a set veena that sounds   by a slightest fling

Whatever may be the exciting twang

He gives us his abiding and enduring song.

His reaction is very quick like an offended serpent
He springs up vigorously like a ghee fed flame
If only injustice or   pillage is the igniting agent-
Some other names for him are serpent and flame.

We often mistake that experience and feeling are one
The first is the jerk and the second is our   reaction
Experience is our knowledge that fire burns and gives

pain
Feeling is our expressive reaction to that pain.

The basic human instinct to transfer the feeling
Whether it be pain or pleasure, to the fellow being
Forms the root impulse and driving force of all our art
And it alone abides as the everlasting part.

We see the sun rise and set every day
We simply wink our eyes and tread our own way
There's only one   ^ayura to stand in wonder
And praise His celestial glory and splendour.

Every poet sees what we all see

But he sees deeply to its very nerves

He then describes how the thing ought to be

And divines what his creed desires and deserves.
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